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ANOTHER PRIZE FIGHT. |. . ; 
As prize fighters seem to be at present altogether at a discount in England, Poor Pa has determined to don the war paint himself, and make a mighty 


effort to capture the laurel wreath of the prize ring, as well as the tille of Champion Pugilist of the World. Asa sort of preliminary, he first challenged the 
world-renowned Boxing Kangaroo to fight toa finish. The challenge was at once accepted, and the battle royal came off on Monday last. Papa, who was 
beaten in the first round, declares that he would prefer to face James Corbett and Charlie Mitchell together than again tackle a Kangaroo.—Toorsir. 


THE NAME IN THE SHOE. A 
_—_—— 
{ 
THE last man han at Tyburn was William Wynne 
Ryland, the Ev Riese pavrueatel 
One di of in the latter part of 1782, a gentleman appeared 
at the India House and pemente: a bond for payment for a 
large sum of money. The cashier. on receiving the docu- 
ment, examined it carefully, Upon it were thirty or more 
signatures in hands of various styles, and in letters of as 
various dimensions, some being largeand flourishing, others 4 
amall and cramped, and in inks of different degrees of i 
blackness. The cashier referred to a ledger. and then, com- 
paring the date, said, “ Here is a mistake, sir; the bond, as P 
entered, does not become due until to-morrow.” Ryland 
begging permission to look at the book, on its being handed | 
to him, observed, “So 1 perceive; there must be an error 
in your entry of one day,’ and offered to leave the bond, 
not: betraying the least disappointment or surprise. The 
mistake appearing to the cashier to be obviously an error 
in his office, the bond was paid to Ryland, who departed 
wih oe money. The newt day the true bond was pre- 
sented. 
Suspicion fell on Ryland, although he was spearently | 
well off, having a print-selling business in the Strand, 
which brought him in £2000 2 year, while his stock was 
valued at £10,000 more, besides shares in the Liverpool 


Bringing a bachelor friend home to diuner, un- Learning that you are a brute and unworthy to be That “three minutes ” (six hours) you conseut to W . r ‘de Ms 
announced, earning there nothi merel ait outside a draper's shop, while your wife b aterworks worth another £10,000, At anyrate, he too 
to eat in reli at es egrets he Lepecoeip helen tad ee a yurded tape. si be 7 ey fright, and in disguise hid himself with his wife in an 
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obscure lodging at the house of a cobbler at Stepney. Ryland was 
a man of extraordinary self-command, as his coolness at the India 
House goes to prove. Large placards were posted allover the town, 
giving a description of his person, and offering a reward of & 
for his apprehension ; yet, after a few days’ confinement, he could 
not resist his desire to take a stroll after dusk. He wandered 
about for some considerable time; but when returning across 
Tower Hill, a man eyed him attentively, passed and repassed him 
and turning short: round, exclaimed, “So you are the very nan 1 
am seeking!" Ryland, betraying not the least emotion, stopped 
short, faced him, and replied, “Terhaps you are mistaken in your 
man, sir, 1 do not know you.” The stranger immediately apolo- 
gised, owned his mistake, wished the refugee “Good night,” and 
went his way. 

Ryland and his wife passed under the names of Mr. and Mrs. 
Jackson, and very probably the cobbler regarded them as a some- 
what mysterious cou le, Doubtless, too, he had seen the reward 
bills, and thought what.a handy sum £500 would be. One day, 
unconscious of danger, Ryland’s wife gave one of her husband's 
shoes to the cobbler to mend. Inside it was the name of “ Ryland.” 

When the ofticers of Justice came to apprehend the forger, they 
found him crouching on his knees in a corner of the room, an 
heard a sound like a gurgling in his throat. He had a razor in his 
hand, = had attempted suicide, but the wound did not prove 
mortal. 

At the trial it was found to be eo nice a point to distinguish the 
true bond from the forged one, that it was sup that a convic- 
tion would be impossible, until Mr. Whatman, a paper manufac. 
turer, came forward with damning evidence. The pers of the 
bond which Ryland had presented was clearly provec not to have 
been made until some time after the date the bond bore, and the 
prisoner was found guilty. 

“ Puor Ryland!” says Angelo; “after his condemnation he 
petitioned for a respite, which was not only granted for the time 
required, but renewed. The circumstances which urged him to 
this excited universal sympathy. He made this request to enable 
him to finish a very fine line-engraving which he had begun. the 
last of a series from the paintings of Angelica Kauffman, so that, 
after his death, the enle might benefit his wife and children, When 
he received the proof impression from his printer, he calmly said, 
“Mr. Haddril, I thank you; my task is now accomplished.” Within 
a week, on August 20th, 1783, he was hanged. 
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LAITEST FROM THE ALEXANDREES. 
ime sik off litf. 
thatt beestelly boi wott wopp me so badd is now a watin fore me 


too gett wel on the paivement oppersight. 


ce sai mor beense. 
(Newt week,“ The Tick of the Clock.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


* ,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope cl enough tocentain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Sorry, JEVF, we cannot tell you, Such a thing is hard to find. 
Yes, we have the cutting, SNIPPER ; ALLY doesn't seem ta mind, 
ite unable to, CARNARVON. Once a week, of course, H. D. 
Rather too involved, A READER, For the Eminent to sce, Very 
Jair, we grant you, DERBY, But we haren't any space. Yer, be- 
torcen the to, Miss BOLTON, It's an intercating race. Very kind 
of you, A JUGGINS— Why adopt that nom de plume? Thanks for 
your suggestiun, SONNY ; It is just as you assume, 
—— 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the neat-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall —, to meet 
with hia or her death in a Ratlway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United cingte= 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssne of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Howipay ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” #8 published Leis pee the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Inquiring Child. Father, there’sa lot in this book about Othello. 
Who was Othello? 
Kather. Othello? Why, bless me, my boy, do you mean to tell 
me you go to Sunday school and don't know a simple thing like 


that? I'm ashamed of you! *,° 


Overheard in Romano. 
First Pal. 1 say, old man, have you got a good voice? 
‘cond Pal. Oh, yes! Generally considered very fair indeed! 


Vhy? 


hy? 
First Pal. Then order the drinks, 
ss 


s 
or two,” as the clock said when it 
ss 

s 


“[’LL run down for a day 
wanted a holiday. 


HE wanted to go on the stage 
‘Aud vowed he would soon be the rage ; 
He now bears a banner 
For one and a tanner 
A night, as a pantomime page. 
*- * 


= 
Private Detective, Well, how cid you get on with the young 


rascal ? ? ' 
Llis Employée. Oh, 1 took him home to his father, and he wept 
on the paternal bosom, and made a clean breast of it. 


Pri cal? ‘Detective. Humph! Washed it with his tears, I suppose. 


He didn’t want for soft soap, anyhow, 
se 
s 


“THE result of sending ugly valentines all round is something 
too shocking to contemplate, i Lardie, ‘There isn't one gir 
at the Friv. who's on 8) veaking terms with the others ; and the only 
case of kissing that did occur was when Flo Kickup embraced 
Lottie Flarer, and that was only that she might give her a wet ’un 


and have the chance of licking the make-up off her cheek.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By ofiss Sloper. 


No, 514.—The “ March” Costume. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Croweazel. 


Jones (atter 2 vallant struque for a 
Sree seat at Olympia\, Guess 1 
have tu give it up, alter all, 


“How do you get on with your new servant, Rose?” “Oh! she secms 


conten! 


ted.” “Does she work well?” “No; but she docs not find fault 


with the manner in which I do it.” 


Joke! Eh? Oh! ha, hal 
Yes, I can see it, now lve 
pot my glasses on.” 


hy 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNI- 
CATED. 


No. 10.—Loy-toe (otto). 


BFL 


isn't it?) I'm afraid — 


(Saturday, March 3, 18S¢. 


Youthful Editor, This is a somewhat elderly joke, Mr. Hashem, 


Contributor (indignantly). Sir-r! I wrote that joke before you 
were born—er—that is—er—ah, I mean the joke was written—oh 
hang it all '—well, yea, perhaps it may not be quite new, Dow 
come to look at it again. *\° 


After the Squall, 
Wife. I wonder, sir. you're not afraid to look me in the face. 
Haband (coolly), Well, yes, it might scare a lexs brave man, | 


admit. But. then, | never was a coward. 
[And then the hostilities commenced agaia with 


oe renewed vigour, 
s 


Snipper, So old Skinflint is dead, 

Saapper. He is a warm man, 

Snipper. He was. 

Snapper, And is still if he has obtained justice in the other 


world, es 
s 


SHE gave the waiter sixpence for 
Himself when she dined ; 

Poor man! the shock was far too much, 
It quite unhinged his mind, 


s 
She (with soft pleadi va), Harold, darling, do you love me as 
much now 18 hi i we p de gest : aie 

He (with rapturous expression and twitching lips), More, my 


aweetest—a thousand times more ! 
(NB.— They hace been married sie days. 


last night 
Smythe. Good gracious, no! Well, it’s too bad of him; why, 
he promised to lend me a fiver to-day, fai ly. 


Dasher, \'m awfully sorry to hear you've lost all your money, old 
man. What are you going to do now? 
‘Masher. Do something, I s'pose. A clever man—er—er—can 


always make a living, don’t you know. 
Dasher, Yes, 1 know. But what are you going to do? 
te 


s 
: dist Let me tell you, sir, that poem cost me a week's hard 
abour. 
Editor (who has read ale that all? 1f I'd have had the pass- 
ing of the sentence, you'd have got a month, 
se 


& 
Volunteer Fireman (watehing the M.F.B. at soork on a London 
fire). What do you think of them, Bill? 
Sveond Volunteer Fireman, Not bad, Tom. Not bad at all. With 
a little more practice at their six-man drill, they'd be very near ag 


good as us. *\° 


“I want my hair done,” said flaxen-haired damsel the other 
day, as she entered an Oxford Street hairdresser’s. “ Very sorry, 
Miss,” said the would-be witty young man who came forward, “ but 
dun {sa colour we haven't any call for, We can dye it almost any- 
thing else, though.” But the wrathful maiden felled him with her 


husband-beater and made a stately exit. 


s 
ONE never wants 1 smoke so much 
As when, some breezy night, 
We find the wind has robbed us of 
Our one and only light. 


& 

Jones, They tell me that young Tompkyns is a deuce of a fellow 
among the girls. 

Smith, I should think he was, indeed! Why, do you know he 
raed retains a barrister to read his love-letters in order to sev 
that they contain nothing which will lay him open to breach of 
promise of marriage. *,° 

Young Nephew (heroically). 1 know that I shall be able to win 
fame and fortune yet. 

Old Uncle (hu ia tired of acting banker). Ah! then you are 
more clever than I am, my boy, for / don't know it. 

ss 

Connacl, Very well, sir ; yousay the plaintiff was much addicted 
to drink? 

Rural Witness. 

Counsel (indignantly) 
Lane and all the jury hea 
plaintiff was an habitual drunkard 

Ttural Witness. So’e is; but I didn’t say puthin’ about ‘is bein’ 
‘dicted to nuthin’. Oh! I ain’t to be gut over by yuu lawyer 
chap's gammon, 80 | tell yer. *.° 

Lady Friend, What is the 


Til-ércated Wife. Why, my husband has made me write a letter 
to Mrs. Fastleight, inviting her to dinner, and I don’t kuow what 


to do, for, of course, 1 don't want her here. 
Lady Friend. Give it to your husband to post, my dear, and 


then ie will be all right. o° 
Son (speaking of celebrated actress). Oh! but she is so sweet, 


Father (dryly). She ought to be: fos she's uncommonly well-pre- 
served. She looks no older than she did thirty years ago. 
ss 


I didn't say nuthin’ o’ the sort. 
. What! you mean to deny that, when his 
ou swear just now that the 


matter, dear? 


Biggs. Agreat fright? . 
Bares Yes; wouldn't it make you a Quaker? 
hs 


s 
“ How shall I tell my passion, love? 
I asked a maiden bright. 
She pondered for n while, then said, 
“Oh, please, in black and white.” 


s 
A. Congratulate you, old fellow. 1 hear you're going to marry 
arich wife at last. 
2, Rich !—rather, 
fifty thousand. 
a. Ah; case of 


my boy. Why, she can write her cheque for 


cheque mate, isn’t it? 
ss 


s 
Our Onn Philosopher. Extremes are always bad. 
Jerker. Especially the extreiacs of umbrellas, 


and— 
Our Own Philosopher. Silence, frivoller. Let us go and drink. 
ss 


“pins, tin-tacks 


s 
ScENE—Train. 
Elderly Spinster, Young woman, do you ever think ubout your 


future? 
Bright Young Spinster. Oh, I should think so!—every minute. 
Why, we're going to be married in a few months, 
_—— 


Ewery Monday- One Malfpenny- 


LARKS. 
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TOOTSIE AND THE “LIVING PICTURES.” 


—— 


_ THE Dook Snook tella me that years ago someone owning the copy- 
richt in an engraving of Sir John Millais’s famous picture of “ ‘The 
ITuguendts” brought 
an action against Mr. 
John Dicks, of the 
Strand, for publishing a 
pattern for Berlin wool 
work reproducing the 
painting, and that, after 
much costly law business, 
it was decided that Mr. 
Dicks’s was a work of a 
different class, and not 
calculated to injure the 
print or the reputation 
of the engraver or the 
value of the engraving. 

To tell the truth, Mil- 
laia, in coloured wool 
fell a little bit short o! 
either painting or line 
engraving, and was 
surely harmless enough. 
Now, however, a question 
has arisen with respect 
to the legal reproduction 
of celebrated pictures 
and group of statuary in 
Tableaux Vivante that is 
calculated to strike dis- 
may into the hearts of 
hundreds of amateurs 
who take money at the 
doors. Meanwhile, until 
the question is settled, a 
series of charming “ liv- 
ing pictures” is to be found at the Empire, wherein popular 
pictures are very cleverly reprod' : 

Among these I hardlyi know which to single out for special 
praise, for nearly every one is perfect. There is a very pretty 
tableau, called “The Billet Doux,” in which a Inst century young 
man ia stopping a lady's-maid who is le fp a love letter to her 
mistress. “Good-Night” is another good one, showing a young 
eee going to bed—that is to say, she has got her bed-room candle, 
and is going upstairs, but at present has all her clothes on. The 
strictest propriety, it may be observed, characterises the Living 
Pictures, and possibly many spectators may be surprised to find 
the “ ThreeGraces” ns they are. There is one tablean, for instance, 
called “'The Funny Song,” which one can't help thinking ought to 
have been called “Naughty.” Therein you seca young lady in the 
act of stopping a young man, who would scem to have been sing- 
ing a song in which he went a 
litle bit too far. As, however, 
the pictures neither talk nor sing, 
the audience are left in doubt 
with respect to the extent of the 
young man’s culpability or the 
young lady's over prudishness. —» 

“Springtime,” which repre- 
sents a young lady seated among 
the blossoms of an almond-tree, 
is very pretty indeed; but per- 
haps the prettiest of all is “ Pets,” 
in which a Greek girl is feeding 
pigeons in a grove. But one 
sreat point about all the tab- 
Traue is that the young ladies 
are all pretty, and their surround- 
ings in the best taste. Many 
valuable hints may be picked 
up by would-be amateur 
Jableaux Virants producers by 
a visit to the Empire. 

Tableaux were always wonder- 
fully popular with amateurs. 
Don't you remember those given 
by the Grimleys, in which Mr. 
Titus Ledbury took an 
one of which—* Woodman, pere 
that Tree !”—was thus descri 
by Mr. Jack Johnson: “The 
young lady is requesting the rustic 
to abstain from injuring a single 
ramification, and whilst she con- 
feases that it sheltered her when 
she was younger, she expresses her determination to atford it viget 
protection at the present moment. The tree derives some ad- 
ditional interest from the circumstance of her ancestors having 
deposited it in its present eligible situation, and she therefore reso- 
lutely declares that the implement of the rustic shall do it no harm. 
Observe the countenance of the woodman; he receives twelve 
shillings a week from his employer to do his bidding, and as the 
oak is the property of his master and not the youn lady's, he is 
andetiies ow toact. Let us hope that the tree may be ultimately 
spared.” 

Of the other items on view at the Empire, | find The Girl I Left 
Behind Me goes as well as of yore, and possesses several new 
and attractive features. Mdlle. Maya is very funny, indeed, 
and reminds me of Vanoni. Mons. Grais is still faithful to 
his monkey and baboon, who don’t seem to hate one another very 
much, ou ee is as good as ever ; and I must not forget to give 
Wallenda and his dogs a good word. The Boys entertainmen' 

a very g 
one, and is very well 
matronised, there 

ping a crowded 
house the night I 
was present, and 
the Eetrate boxes 


O'Gust. 


Malle. Maya. 


bubbled over with 
rank and ion 
low dresses and 


white shirt-fronts. 

Of courze, though, 
mind you, there 
are many thou- 
sands on thou- 
sands of good peo- 
ple — middle - class 
and lower middle- 
class — who never 
have been to a 
music - hall — and 
never will go, in 
all probability. 
What their notion 
may be of the go- 
ings on at the halls 
I cannot imagine 
but smoking an 
drinking are two 
things they persist 
in supposing are 
there carried to ex- 
cess, In the last 
balance-sheet of the 


Wallenda. 
Alhambra the refreshment takings were only 9. little over a fifth of 


the entertainment takings. There is certainly quite as much 
smoking and driaking at many theatres as there 1s at the halls, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE ETIQUETTE OF THE THEATRE. 
By THE Heap PoTMAN OF THE PLAYGOERS’ PUR. 

To point with the finger, when at the theatre, is to exhibit a 
lack of good taste. Always use the nose, 

Do not directly indicate the peculiarities or mannerisms of this 
or that actor with the forefinger. Roll your eyes in the direction 
you wish to indicate, duck your head and remark, “ Not there,” 
till your companion, girl, sweetheart, or neighbour's wife (as the 
case may be) gives up or succeeds, 

If you are occupying a stall do not obtrusively consume oranges 
or bananas, reserving the peel or shucks to shy at the prima donna 
when she comes on. 

In many plices of amusement in America cuspidors are po pped 
on the floor here and there for the use of visitors. Hundreds of 
Americans are always in London, and, like other sensible folks, 
patronise the play, But our London managers provide no 
cuspidors, therefore don’t put your hat on the floor, rim up, if your 
neighbours on either side have spoken to you as “Colonel” or 
“ Stranger.” 

Do not smoke cigarettes in the dress circle. Go outside. What's 
it matter if you miss the best scene—think of the fun in poisoning 
a Lg prom girl. 

f it should happen that, as you are getting into your evening 
kit, you should drop your collar-stud, there is only one absolutely 
certain method of tinding it. After you have hauled the chest of 
drawers and bedstead and all the furniture across the room to look 
under it, put on a heavy pair of fishing boots. Mind they're heavy. 
Then start to walk across the room, and, before you have taken 
three steps you will step on the blooming stud and smash it—cert ! 

Before hissing a music-hall serio for singing an old song, ascer- 
tain what sort of a man her husband—for of course they all have 
husbands—is, Lest you should forget this, the only reliable remedy 
for bleeding at the nose is to move the jaws rapidly. This has 
been acknowledged for years. 

It is dangerous work to marry an emotional actress. Don't you 
forget it. You run the chance of being clutched by the throat at 
about 3 A.M., and hearing, in a hoarse atage-whis; per, “Slave, the 
matches !—where didst thou put them? Quick, or I strangle thee ! 
And the Beecham'’s—hang out the Reecham’s on the battlements, 
Ay, me good lord, I'm mad!” You know, it’s not nice! 


as 


RACHEL OUT-RACHELED. 

Tue once divinely Jovely maid, 
Tie smooth of cheek and brow, 

Retains by yaint and powder's aid 
A pseudo-beauty now, 

The masher's spree y ways depart, 
The dude's black hair grows grey : 

But SLOPER’s frame and SLOPER'S heart 
Grow younger every day ! 

The red-brick house is rusty brown, 
The once fleet courser crawls 

The tottering tower comes tumbling down, 
Wide gape the ivied walls. 

The coat 1 wear, of yore so smart, 
Shows signs of dull decay : 

But SLOPER’S frame and SLOPER'S heart 
Grow younger every day ! 

Keep ward and watch, keep ward and watch, 
Oh, Dame of Mildew Court! 

For, if thy spouse a chance can catch, 
We fear in jovial sort 

He'll with some voeenamne: toothsonie “tart” 
From England flee away : 

For SLOPER's frame and SLOPER’S heart 
Grow younger every day! 


——_>——— 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
SECOND INSTALMENT, 
(With every apology to the Globe.) 

In these beg of microbes it may be well to know that a 
wide-mouthed bottle, filled with chloride-of-lime, and placed .on a 
shelf or mantelpiece, will crowd out any con ious disease that 
may be hanging about. We may add that it will also render the 
apartment absolutely uninhabitable to any person atill using his 
nose as an organ of smell. 

“MARY ANN THE MARTYRED” writes to ask us which kind of 
whale is the most dreaded. The kind of whale most dreaded is 
that which is emitted by the baby in the dead of night when 
it has an aching void in its little tum-tum. The best remedy ia a 
teaspoonful of—. Eh? What? Not spelt the same? Oh, you 
must come bothering us about points of spelling: thought you 
wanted to know something about whales! 

GEOLOGY is anything but popaler in the eyes of young men of 
to-day, a8 a subject to be taught in well-regulated girls’ schools. 
Possibly, a fellow never gets so thoroughly disgusted with love's 
young dream as when, after he has given a girl a ring, he discovers 
three days afterwards that she has been to seven jewellers and 
nineteen pawnbrokers to ascertain the real value of the stones. 

GuostTs are very little believed in, save by Mr. Stead and Mrs. 
Besant, and therefore very little interest will attach to the latest 
discovery of Herr Pumpernickelheimerstrassen. The learned pro- 
fessor declares that there is very littie, if any, difference between a 
man who secs 9 ghost and a man who swallows a bad periwinkle— 
as far as can be Judged by looks. 

Dr. LENNOX BROWNE is reported to have said that the want of 
expression in some of our concert-singers is occasioned by a “lack 
of vital contrast from the cerebrum to the grand ganglion of solar 
plexus.” To which we add, that any singer going on the platform 
and finding this happen has only him or herself to blame, seeing 
that it may be had in bottles at 1s. 14d., 2s. 9d., or 10s, 6d., at any 
respectable druggist’s, or wholesale of the patentee. Beware o' 
spurious imitations put upon the market by the unscrupulous. 

(tore anon: see you later.) 


oo 


AN ANTI-HOME RULER. 

He'n been to Ireland to get some ideas of his own on the sub- 
ject of Home Rule, and a “SLOPER” young man met him at 
fuston terminus when he came back. 

“Well,” asked the Shoe Lane delegate, “ what dye think o’ the 
distressful country?” 

“Oh, for Heaven's sake, don’t ask me anything till I’ve had 
some food !” he cried. 

“What d’ye feel like?” 

“ Anything—anything, 80 long as T can havea bite of something.” 

The emissary of the Moss-Grown Fraud led him to a red ochre 
(late sausage) roll buffet, casually observing : 

* Extraordinary thing—man coming from such a hospitable 
country literally starved !” 

“Hold on!” said he; “wait till you've been there. 1 must tell 
you that, in the part I visited, 1 had to put up at a farmhouse— 
there was no place elxe. 1 arrived there at ten o'clock at night, 
and, after putting away my horse, I went in to wait for supper. 
The old woman had gue begun to cook some meat in a stewpan, so 
1 thought I'd watch her and see how they got up a real home- 
made meal. After the meat was cooked, she filled the same stew- 
pan with potatoes—in their dirty jackets, mind—and then with 
cabbage, and last of all—'pon my word, it's a fact—with coffe ! 
Then supper was ready. At the euper-table the stewpan served 
asa water-pitcher, and after supper she rinsed the dishes up in the 
same blooming pan! And, hang me, if she didn’t carry out the 
slops in it to give to the pig! 

“Well, thought I, ‘I can stand a good deal, but this is a bit tea 
much!’ when, just as P was wondering how T should keep body 
and soul together during my three days’ stay, strike me lucky if 
she didu't go and bath the children in it——well, now d’ye wonder 
I'm so bally hungry 2” 
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A COUNTRY INN. 


—— 


IT is anid that no man who isa real downright gentleman rides 
on horseback through the outer suburbs on a Sunday morning. 

Idon't be- 
lieve this in 
the least. 

I have met 
big men— 
men big in 
the world— 
riding on 
horseback 
on Sundays, 
glad to get 
away from 
the bricks 
and_ mortar 
and their 
friends and 
acquaint- 
ances, who 
doubtless 
bore them 
to death. It 
was ona 
Sunday 
morning 
this winter 
that I was 
riding out 
with my 
friendClark- 
son Jones, 

Clarkson 
Jones is a 
friend of mine although he happens to be a great financial agent— 
not to put too fine a point on it, a moneylender, 

We had met the afternoon before at a matinee at the Tivoli. 
We had seen all sorts and conditions of men in front of the bar, 
and the Brothers Griftiths nd I don't know what on the stage. 

If ever there was a man who was thoroughly bored out with all 
the world and all that belongs or belonged to it, it was that 
Clarkson Jones. 

He had lent money to everybody, and consequently believed in 
no one, He was a good-looking Jew, with a waxed moustache and 
imperial. He didn't talk throu th his nose; he wasn't mean in 
small things; he only ewinnlled’ adroitly in big ones, We rode 
along the road, 

__A wintry sunshiny morning. The sunlight culled out the colours 
in the old red brick houses. The sparrows tried to twitter cheer- 
fully. We rode, we rode, we rode. 

“It doesn’t matter if we have to put up for the night, we can 
easily get up to time to-morrow in time for business,” said he. Se 
we rode on, At 
last we came to 
a village ale- 
house. Beside 
it there was a 
good sized 
stable, I sup- 
pose that now 
and again hunt. 
ing-men put up 
there. 

“Can we have 
anything to 
eat?” said Clark- 
) son Jones, as we 

* entered the 
small bar, smell- 
ing strongly of 
cheese and stale 
spirits and 
heer, 

She wasa 
good-looking 
girl who an- 
ewered us, Not 
at all unkempt 
and blousy—not 
in the least. 
Clever enough 
looking, yet 
with no bounce- 
able, impudent 
smartness. 

“[ can give 
¥50 a ios and some bacon, if you choose to wait and stroll 
about. 

We elected to wait and stroll about. 

She waited on us at table. She was an odd girl. She seemed to 
be watching us and summing us up rather closely. 

“ How do you enjoy life down here?” pekel’ Clarkson Jones ; 
“ does the time fairly quickly?” 

“I do not think nbout time,” she said; “I have my work to 
think of day: by day.” 

Clarkson Jones shrugged his shoulders and pushed his plate 
away from before him. 

“Do you think of nothing but what you are expected to do day 
by day?” asked the great money-lender. 

“Why should I think of anything else—I don’t do anyone any 
harm, and I don't wish to.” 

The answer somehow or the other seemed to hit the man who 
had sold up a good 
many hundred men 
in his time. 

“You do your 
duty, and I suppose 
you don't harm 
8 hoi if you 
di your life would 
not be worth hav- 
ing,” the girl wont 


on. 

Throughout that 
emg Clarkson 
Jones kept repent- 
ing to himself, 
“ Life would not be 
worth having.” 

We sat up and 
smoked ; went and 
looked at our horses 
in the stalls, Then 
we went to bed. 

“Is life worth 
having?” said he 
to me as he turned 
into his bedroom. 

When the morn- 
ing woke, and the 
ducks were quack- 
ing by the dirty 
pond and the hens 
were clucking 
about the inn yard, 
Clarkson Jones did not awaken. He was lying stiff and stark, 
with a bottle that had had prussie acid in in his hand, 

“Js life worth living?” 

l don't think it is to those very sharp men of the world. 


She waited on us at table. 


The answer seemed to hit tne man. 


Tlo was lyin:: stiff and stark. 
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e- VERY SCARCE INDEED. “My only enj t during the week {2 on 
“(ood gracious, child! you don't mcan to say you have “What is that you are looking at?” “A gold Wednesdays. hile I continue to rec ive my 
been eating any of those sausage rolls? They are the ones coin as a new brooch—it appears it is very scarce.” Chorus of Customers. A pound of rice, please. *HaLr-HOLtDAy,’ I shall never think of mar- 
we made to sell |” “What is it?” “An Italian gold picce.” Shopman, Lor! what a smell of weddings, riage."—Extraet from Letter of Youny Lady. 
©,° Miss will be delighted to receive Srom th —_ 
lip long oir _rrstve phatogranda Sram thom DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS ANNIE LUKER. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


(1) A. SLopEn has been to interview the intrepid young diver, Miss Annie Luker. “Himpostor!” Well, to be brief, they had to send out for a couple of fire-escapes— 
Tle has watched her with bated breath being drawn np to the giddy heights of the 
Westminster Aquarium roof, poise herself gracefully for a moment on the little bit rushed off to interview Miss Luker, who, in 
of a platform, and then tiash through the air down into the tank beneath. Is it she was nineteen last birthday, that she nev 
necessary to say that A. SLOPER immediately wished to emulate the beautiful young — tion was to eave life, which hitherto she had not had an 
creature? “Hoist away,” said he to the attendant in charge of the ro} “Have next day A. SLOPER wrote to Miss Luker as follows: “My dear young lady, 
you Mr. Ritchie's permison 2” aamiret ae) an. “Decidedly, tog y; its a you be in the neighbourhood of the tal ft Pi at th 
wager. Don’ ca gerieaang | ) And then LOPER was being drawn up, up, 
ringing cheers the audience. He responded by waving his hat. gratiticl. A distinguished personage ma; 

Soon he found himself on the platform. He looked down. The tank appeared about ing. Au revoir! A. SLOPER.”——(4) 
No, 328—Miss LILY MILBANK, the size of the twins’ bath. “I think,” mused he, “as the father of a numerousand A. SLOPEit did fall into the lake, but no Miss Luker appeared, and he was, 
pe Megs T'd better not attempt it. Hi! below there! Let me down splashing about fur come time, ignominiously fished out with a boat-hook, On 


“ as fair as the blossom that gives her a name!” again!” the rope had been removed! “Now, then,” cried Mr. Richie in a reaching home, he naturally required a stimulant, and felt in his dripping garment 

—The Dook Snook, towering rage se he sepeerel Sia pean beset, Seams Aeee) “My dear a (5) But wi t is Sh patentee ee be withdraws pom 

¥ ~~, fellow,” repl i Eminent, “I shall be most ge, but how?” “There's stares at with a on his countenance the letter to 

“ Must all my love, sweet maid,'go unrewarlel ?"—Lord Bob, the tank,” shonted the populace, “TI see it,” re A. SLOPKI, “and its placid Wiss Laker which he had forgotten to post! He has now an awful ould, and Mis. 3. 
“ Bewitching beauty ! pity on thy slave !"—Zhe Hon. Billy. surface shall remain unruftied as far as 1 am concerned.” “ Yar!" yelled the crowd, has the inbumaunity to say “ It scrves the old fool right !!" 


\1) Provisions have run short on the Browside, and the Elder is fain to coutcnt himself with ahcart. (2) But got into flerce argument with the Mccuixter. (3) And he yelled, “Ye lack he'rt, Meeuister, ye lack he'rt ! so tak’ a sniff at mine.” 
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L <SSoroan} ibble things 


noe 


Siowin a ‘a : 


Chez le « Lor? + i mre - 


Si urgery a 4 ns f 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. ) 


Here we are again in the merry month of March. Phew! how the wind blows. Thank  Jfayor,as re here do see, With French Professors takes his tea:—The Anarchists must now, "tia 
goodness, none of ie teeth are loose, or I should have lost them long ago. Three silk toppershave flat, Be introduced to Master Cat :—Sir'Enry'Atwkins has, I hear, Received the gloves but once 
already departed to kingdom come—or elsewhere—together with two of my best Sunday wigs. No = this year :—The best show yet, x» Lam told, And cach horse worth its ea bd in gold :—The Ancient 
matter ; better luck next year. On we FS :—Iis Grace imparts to youthful mind Some knowledge ofa — Frriton, years ago, In surgery knew how far to go.—The great question of the day is, What shall we 
useful kind:—A growl, a crouch, and eo springs, And to onlovkers anguish brings:—The Lord do with our Anarchists? ~ Answers to be sent, post paid, to——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


DAISY BELL, 


The Doctor (who ts dieting patient), Then, for supper we might 
have—say a few oysters and—— 

Miss Gayety Gurle. Right you are! Meet mo at the Conti- 
nental at 11.30 to-night, you dear old geutieman ! 


Art Critie (who has just concluded a series of articles on “ No 
Such Thing as Rubbish.”) Oh, lor! what price this lot? Guess 
T'm not infallible yct. 


SOY 


SS 
»S 


CHE: 
Uy 


Ci Ml, wh. lelightfully a iate costume! May I—ha!l hal--givea ring?” “Well The Dad Fairy in the Shoe-ry Lane Pantomime calls up the 
Xia Pee oes: ~eesliate rather sudhieu, isn’t it?” as Spirit of Mischief from the vasty deep, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—— 


RivsteRtxa March te with us again; at least, if it intends to 
act up to its well-established reputation, it ought to be blustering. 
Are not its 
winds, in con- 
junction with 
the April show- 
ers to follow 
later on, popu. 
larly supposed 
to be mainly 
instrumental 
in “bringing 
forth the May 
lowers"? We 
have always 
understood #0, 
anyhow, al- 
though our 
opinion is only 
, based upon the 
strength of an 
ancient and ex- 
tremely hack- 
ON neyed school- 
boy proverb. 
This being the 
case, we should 
resign our. 
selves with 
what grace we 
can to the bit- 
ing breezes, and submit to having our hats blown off, our gar- 
ments cieureaed and our slates and chimney-pots damaged, 
secure in the retlection that it is the first harbinger of the Promise 
of Spring. ee 

A s 


CHARLIF COLLETTE, F.O.S., is knocking spots off of ‘em at the 
Brighton Empire Palace. He has some good songs, principally by 
Fred Bowyer, the laureate of the music-halls, and some splendid 
trousers. Charlie goes to “The Star,” Liverpool, next week, and 
the maidens of Brighton are loud in their wail. 


s 

HAVING recovered from his recent indisposition, Sir Augustus 
Harris has thrown himself into the heat of battle once more, and is 
now up to his eyes in business at the Princess's Theatre, supervising 
the revival of The World, n piece with which he made one of his 
entliext successes, The drama, which has been provided with 
entirely new scenery, is excellently cast, and a long run seems in 
store for it. se 

e 


THE columns of the Daily News have been recently agitated by 
the eminently feminine question, “Is Flirting on the Increase?” 
The varied opinions of the 
numerous correspondents 
form very amusing reading 
and the Friend of Man and 
Woman (young preferred) 
has himself paid no incon- 
siderable amount of atten- 
tion, to the interesting 
subject. The journal in 
question would have even 
received the inestimable 
honour of a letter from the 
Old Man, answering the pro- 
pounded query in the 
aflirmative, and giving 
numerous proofs from per- 
xonal experience, had not 
Mrs. 8. in an evil moment 
managed to get hold of it. 
Well—A.SLOPER won't hear 
the last of the matter for 
months, *\° 


Tn Crumbling Critic has 
this day been graciously 
pleased to confer the 
‘Award of Merit” upon 
Miss Cissy Lortus, be- 
cause she's a marvellous 
mimic, “ Feyther,” chortled 
he of the Azure Optics, 
“wot a pity Cissy don't add yer to ‘er list of impersona- 
tions. It ‘ud be so easy, merely something like this : ‘'Ere, pleesh- 
maneh, lift me—hic—off thish lampostsh and call cabsh. Driversh, 
Mildew—hic—Mildew Courtsh——'” But here the Blue Kyed's 
“imitation” was cut abruptly short,as the Ancient weighed-in 
with the business end of his boot. 

es 


a 
THE Old Man has now decided to close the Christmas Appeal 
Fund, and, in doing so, begs to heartily thank all those who have 
xo kindly and generously coatrinaied to it. As will be found on 
reference to the acknowledgments on the seventh page, the total 
amount received is £151: 5:0, a sum which has enabled us to 
ive half a crown a-pieceito 1,210 poor people, Once more, good 

riends, the Ancient thanks you with his hat off. 
ee 


WE are all of us Transgressors more or less—some of us less, most 
of us more, but fur a Transgressor whose sins we can easily forgive 
without even 
a pang o 
conscience, 
commend us 
to the one 
now at the 


original and 
humorous 
one, and as 
the chicf 
harm it does 
is to tho- 
roughly in- 
terest and 
plense the 
audience, we 
can in all 
sincerity re- 
commend sit 
to the Lon- 
don play- 
goer. The 
Transgressor 
commences 
nt 8.50 p.m., 
Dut as the 
first piece is 
none other 
than our old friend, Under the Clock, we should advise intending 
visitors to take their seats early. In the piece de resistance, Miss 
Olga Nethersole is immense. The young fady has 2 great future in 
store for her. Messrs. Hicks and Brookfield are capital in both 
pieces ; whilst Lottie Venne., in Under the Clock, shows she is as 
good as ever she was in her life. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FEELING In want of a little livening up the other night, A. 
SLOPER toddled into the Royal Music-Hall. He got it. The pru- 
gramme at this snug little variety 
theatre ranks among the best in 
London, and includes the names 
of numerous “star” artistes to 
whom a somewhat fickle public 
at present pin their faith. Special 
mention must be mude of Milo, 
the Italian Hercules, a gentleman 
who makes light work of lifting 
n couple of horses and mounted 
Lifeguardsmen ; and also of the 
performance of the Boissets, 
whose marvellous doings on the 
bar are so justly celebrated. You 
must look up the Royal; -it’s not 
to be mi ; “as 

s 


Mr. Corney GRAIN'S pun- 
gent and delightful humour is 13 
noticeable as ever in his most re- 
cent sketch, The Parish Pump. 
now sandwiched between those 
two charming little operettss, 
Peogy's Plot and The Ugly 
Duckling, at St. George's Halli. 
Mr. Grain is so clever and so 
popular an artist, that to merely 
say that his new work is in his ane 
very best style, is amply sufficient b' _ 
to cause his myriad admirers to 7 
hasten to hear him again, The 
German Reeds have given us many an admirable programme, but 
ae perhaps before have they attained the present degree of excel- 
ence. on 

s 


THE Elder McNab, who, as our readers are aware, has had a .arge 
and varied experience of whisky, has so far opened his heart as to 
send the Eminent a case of “Guid Auld Scotch,” a spirit specially 
blended by that well-known merchant, Mr. Duga d Melntosh, 
8 Melville Place, Edinburgh. Mr. McGooseley, and other eminent 
authorities, who were called in at once to sample it, declare that a 
better whisky they never tasted, which is certainly a testimonial 
it would be hard to equal. The price, we understand, is 42s, the 
dozen, and, considering the quality, is remarkably reasonable. 
Mr. McIntosh ought to do a big business in “Guid Auld 
Scotch.” ee 

* 


Tur widely-circulated rumour that the Office-Boy of Larks!, 
nays income tax on a thousand a year is just a trifle exaggerated. 
t is true the enormous success of that giant ha'penny comic 

enables the proprietor to pay princely salaries to his employées, 
but that of the O.-B. won't be a thousand until his next rise. 


s 
AFTER playing sad havoc in England —o winter months, 
it is with a feeling of relief that we gather from latest statistics 
that the Influenza 
Fiend is _ being 
driven slowly but 
surely from our 
shores. It has 
been terrific 
fight between the 
medical _fraterni 

and the dread fien 

but there can be 
but little doubt 
that the former has 
at last obtained the 
upper hand. The 
battle has been a 


yp 


Y 
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TY 


SI 
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mansion, likewise 
the peasant in his 
cottage. One and 
all will therefore 
be thankful to hear 
the news of the 
unwelcome guest's 
departure, and join 
with us in express- 
ing a hope, so far as 
this country is concerned, that we have seen him for the last time. 


s 2 
* 


SoME people have, indeed, original methods of filling their 
theatre with an audience. A well-known New York manager has 
recently distributed five or six hundred free theatre tickets to the 
unemployed poor of that city. If these tickets could be exchanged 
for bread and meat, the poor would be benefited, but a man who 
has not tasted a morsel of food for say, perhaps, two days, is hardly 
in condition to oe a performance, no matter how funny it 
may be. We shall not recommend this practice to London 
managers. oe 


THrnas have been wonderfully lively in the divorce and breach- 
of-promise line lately, a fact worthy of comment, inasmuch as 
it shows how eager people sometimes are to embark upon the 
stormy waters ef matrimony, and how jolly glad they are to 
abandon the voyage, in breach cases fur instance, before they even 
start. *,* 


Many ple there are who look upon A. SLOPER'S nose as a 
thing of beauty and a joy for ever. Now, the Eminent most 
certainly does not 
agree with this way 
of thinking. Un- 
doubtedly, an _im- 
portant-looking 
nose adds majesty 
to ® man's appear. 
ance. Lut in spite 
of this fact there are 
many drawbacks 
associated with an 
enlarged nasal ap- 
pendege: Take, for 
nstance, the cold 
weather, of which 
we are having 2 fair 
sample at the time 
of writing. Many 1 
time and oft has A. 
SLoPER — wandered 
through the London 
streets with his nose 
black, blue and 
purple from the 
excessive cold, Jn 
fact, so painful has 
become the ordeal 
that when the 
weather is coldest, 
at Mrs, Sloper's 
suggestion the Ancient One wears a nose-warmer made from 
the best Berlin wool. This. of course, brings down upon him the 
ridicule of the street-boy—but what is that compared to comfort? 


Saturday. March 3, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR TOB WEEK ENDING 10ru MARCH, 1894, 


—S 


4th March, 1732.—The first oratorio was performed this day 
at Lincoln's Inn Fields’ Theatre. 


5th March, 1887.—This morning, at three o'clock, nine con- 
demned Bulgarian rebels were taken from their age and con- 
veyed in cabs to a spot five kilometres from Kustchuk, on the road 
to Rasgrad. The place of execution was surrounded by troops, who 
stood with fixed bayonets in a square formation. In the centre of 
the square a long, deep grave was dug, at the edge of which the 
nine rebels were placed at some distance from each other. The 
president of the court-martial then read the death sentence aloud 
to them, When the sentence had been read, the priest walked 
up and gave his last benediction to the prisoners, whose eyes, at 
their own desire, were not bandaged. Three soldiers then walked 
up to each of the condemned men, and stood close before them 
with revolvers in their hands, At the word of command, all the 
twenty-seven fired two shots each, so that each rebel was pierced 
by six balls. Without a groan they fell into the grave behind, 
which was immediately covered up with earth. 


6th March, 1867.—This day Joe Goss was matched for £100 
aside with Bill Allen, of Birmingham, “This, ’ says Miles, “ was 
aremarkable muddle. After fighting thirty-four rounds in three 
ditferent rings, time inclusive, one hour and fifty-four minutes, 
darkness came on, and a ‘draw’ was declared. The career of Joe 
Goss shows that even in the last days of its degeneracy, the P. R. 
had brave men who would have gone straight had they not been 
warped from the direct course of honesty by knaves who only 
sual to make the pugilist the instrument of their own nefarious 
ends.” 


7th March, 1733.—Sarah Malcolm, who murdered her mis- 
tress, Mrs. Duncomb, and two others in the Temple, was execute 
in Fleet Street this day. This curious case will be found in 
No. 146 of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


8th March, 1887.—A letter from Honolulu, pobleed by the 
New York Herald, this day, reported that Princess ike-Like, sister 
of the King, had starved herself to death, desiring to offer herself 
asa sacrifice to the poddess whose anger was amanece to have caused 
recent eruptions of the Mauna-Loa volcano in awaii. 


Oth March, 1886.—A disturbance at Her Majesty's Theatre 
this night was disgraceful and painful. Faust was to be per- 
formed, and the announcement of its production filled the house. 
But it soon appeared that there was something wrong behind the 
scenes, for the overture was half an hour late. The curtain rising 
at last, the first act was here and there greeted with Pye in 
spite of the mediocre character of the performance, and the drop- 
scene fell, Then followed another long “ wait”; at the end of 
which only about half of the orchestra made their appearance, 
coming in by driblets. The second act commenced with what is 
described as a “dumb rendering” of Siebel’s famous song. Then 
came another wait, then a tempest of howls and yells; and ulti- 
mately the stage-manager came fo to announce that the 

nters had refused to set the second scene, and therefore the 
performance must come to an end. In the midst of the confusion 
that followed this announcement the drop-scene suddenly rose 
in and showed a crowd of more thana hundred supernumerarics 
of various categories, who hurried forward to the footlights crying 
to the audience—or what remained of it—for money. Pence were 
thrown on to the stage and scrambled for by the men, while the 
women held up their skirts for the shower. For nearly half an 
hour this Babel went on. 


1886.—A newspaper correspondent on this day 
Bays : “J have seen kissing games practi at Sunday-school 
gcirées. 1 have seen the youths and girls arran; themselves into 
different couples, then an order is eo from the ‘fugleman’ ‘to 
pre * «present arms,’ ‘fire a volley,’ at which the couples kiss 
afl order is given ‘to select other partners.’” Another 
gives his experience as follows : “A short time ago I was invited 
to give an address at a meeting in connection with a certain 
Sunday-school. When 1 there I found the teachers and 
scholars engaged in a ‘kissing game.’ I waited some time, 
expecting that this would soon give place to something better ; 
but 1 was mistaken, for they continued, niger ome) the whole 
evening, to the exclusion of addresses, solos, and recitations.” 


A TREBLE LOSS. 
Last week, ax from my daily toil, 
1 homeward hied in glee, 
I noticed that the "bus contained 
A maiden fair to see. 


I took a seat beside her, for 
Most wondrous sweet was she ; 

A brougham, not a ‘bus, methought, 
More fit for her would be. 


A winsome thing, indeed, she was, 
With golden coloured hair ; 

Ne'er had | seen, | thought, before, 
A charmer half so fair. 


Her beauty, elegance and grace, 
My admiration drew ; 

So sweet 2 girl I'd never met, 
And I have met a few. 


— went with her when she left, 
ut, oh! I grieve to tell ; 
My purse and gold repeater watch 

ent with her just as well. 


> 


NO FRENCH FOR HIM. 

He was a big, burly, farmery-looking old fellow, and he lum- 
bered into a big swagger hairdresser's up West, and, plumping 
himself down in the operation chair, commanded the's leek, oily- 
haired assistant who came forward to “give him a scrape.” Just 
ns the bay-rhum was being applied at the conclusion, the old 
fellow's eye caught the inscription on the mirror fronting his chair, 
eh opoaue in attendance daily,” and he pointed it out to the 
assistant. 

“Wot's the meaning o’ that ’ere?” he asked, abruptly. 

“That notice, sir?” said the oily-haired one; “oh! only that 
we keep a chiropodist on the premises for the convenience of 
gentlemen——” 

“What sort of thing's him,” said the old man; “a chir——what 
do youcall him? What's he do—cut hair?” 

“No, sir—corna,” said the operator, politely, smothering a smile. 

“Do you mean a feller that cute yer feet about, pares yer toes 
and corns down, an’ all that? Well, then, all 1 want to know is, 
why don’t yer say so plainly? What's the good o’ stickin’ up them 
outlandish foreign names when all you mean is ‘Corn-cutter kep’ 
‘andy’? No, dunt teach me! I'm British, I am! England for the 
English is my motto. That's the worst 0’ comin’ in these ‘ere 
swell planet, where they try to show off with a lot o’ French and 
sich-like!” 

‘And, swelling with indignation, the worthy man took his ticket 
and marched off, fierecly condemning everything foreign to a 
warm, not to say torrid, climate. 


> 


Every Wrednesday.- Twopence. 
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Saturday, March 8, 1894.) 
TO FLIRTERS AND FLIRTRESSES. 


(The gentle art of dirting is said to be on the increase.) 


‘T18 said by thuse who 
like their say 
Iu certain journals of 
e day— 

Which nous would 
be asserting— 
That members of the 

softer sex 
(Who would our 
harder sex per- 
plex) 
Have now inercased 
in Flirting ! 
Some fancy they could 
check this fad— 
But they who fancy 
this are mad. 
For those who'd try 
converting 
The female flirter 
would, I'm sure, 
Soon find the post no 
sinecure ; 
For WHO could stop 
girls flirting? 


As yet the hero is not 
born 


Who has the pluck to brave the scorn 
The eex would be exerting. 

The only way the plan to poise 

1s to wipe out all i jee and boys. 
That valy would stop flirting ! 


—— 
STONEY, INDEED! 
She, Have you heard that Mr. Oofhunter has married again? 


He, Has he, though? Poor devil! I didn’t know he was quite 
as hard up as that? 


A DEADLY BURDEN. 

‘TWa8s sunset—sunret in the suburbs, and as the great glowing 
circle sank like a ball of fire behind the housetops, tinging the 
western sky with its vivid glory, two persons might have n 
observed—a woman and a man. 


She was young and fair, and walked with the free, elastic ste “his ¢ 


youth, and in her right hand she carried a ewall black bag. 
woman was—but satay, we anticipate. 

The man was—but no matter ; we must not be hasty. 

Rapidly the two persons moved through the quiet strects, the 
woman in advance, the man following stealthily, slackening his 
pace as fed oe 
stopping when she stoppe: 
keepin has well in view all 
the while, and with his eagle 
eye a every detail 
noting, with self - satistied 
look, the tender care she 
bestowed upon her bag. 

Suddenly the man’s re- 
solution appeared to be 
taken. Rapidly advancing, 
he stole softly behind her, 
and laying his hand lightly 
upon her shoulder, caused 
her to turn in aff right. 

“Sir!” she exclaimed, 
turning and facing him. 

“Madam,” he said, calm- 
ly, “you must come with 
me, 

“With you!” she ex- 
claimed. ‘“ Who are you?” 

The man smiled, “ Be- 
hold, madam,” he said, 
smiting himself upon the 
top waistcoat button, “ behold Briggins, the Demon 'Tec. I arrest 
you: consider yourself my prisoner.” 

With a wild shriek the woman threw up her arms and fainted. 

Catching her in his arms, the man hailed a passing hansom, and 
bore his unconscious burden to the nearest police-station. 

“Hullo!” said the inspector on duty. “What's this—a drunk?" 

“Bah!” laughed the detective. “Think you I concern myself 

with drunks? She Anarchist.” 
| “An Anarchist!” . he 

“Yes; and in this bag I dare swear you will find convincing 
proofs. Just feel the weight of it.” 

Cautiously the little black was opened. Oh, horror! there 
wihin it lay a emall, dark, ball-shaped ubject—a bomb, without a 

joubt~. 

‘The woman slowly opened her eyes. 

“Spenk,” said the detective, shaking her by the shoulder, 
ome bomb, this infernal machine, is it loaded? Will it go off f 

uick ! 

“What—what bomb?” asked the woman, spmceringty. 

i. This,” said the inspector, carefully holding out the deadly 
object. 
| “That,” said the woman, “that—ha, ha!” and she laughed 
hysterically; “that's a pudding I made this afternoon at the; 
cooking school, and I am taking it home for my husband.” 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
ABIGAIL ADIRONDACKS. 


Wuat lily can lick her complexion— 
So prettily, pensively pale? 
And her lips are a luscious cunfec- 
tion— 
The lips of my sweet Abigail. 

Her breath has the scent of the brecz: 
That sigh in King Oberon’s vale ; 
And well meet for that fairy-king’s 

ueezes _ 3 
Is the waist of my sweet Abigail. 


Her voice—Sitting here in mine attic, 
To describe its rich notes 1 should 


ail ; 
Seek the “Friv.,” and get raptures 
ecstatic ie 
O'er the voice of my sweet Abigail. 


Last night, after leaving her carriage, 
Her heart 1 with pleas did ussail ; 
And I murmured, ere hinting ut 
marriage, Ai 
“By the gods, I will have Abigail!” 
Her reply ?—Sitting here in my garret, 

That ruthless reply makes me: wail ; 
For she savagely said, “Take a— 
vegetable!” 
When I lisped, “May I have Abi- 
gail?” 


Yes, cshe’s been at my passion a ecorner, 
And against my ill-fortune I rail. 

Let me go! In the pub. round the corner, 
By the gods, 1 will have A BiG ALE! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 


Lucknow, Inp1a, January 17th, 1891. 
Dear OLD ALLy,—I have read your paper, | think, as long as I 
can remember. I came out to this country over three years ago, 
and still long for the mail every week, just to see what you are up 
to, And just a word on your Christmas party : you ought to come 
out here and see it hung up in every soldier's bungalow ; even the 
niggers iris it—you can see it hung My ia their mud huts, 
remain, yours, etc., J. M., Trooper 16th Lancers. 


DUNDEE, February 2st, 1894. 
My Dear ALLy,—I inclose you a freak of nature in the shape 
of a potato which I discovered the other day among the sick of 
“spuds” sent for our refection by the greengrocer who favours us 
with his credit. You will observe the wonderful likeness it bears 
to your distinguished self, | tee about that part which re- 
presents your nasal organ. You nodoubt receive hundreds of others 
more or legs like Meet ut 1 trust you will consider this specimen not 
unworthy a place of honour among the relics, If not, it may come 
in handy baked for Jubilee’s supper. Wishing your grand old 

Paper every success, Ever yours, A WELLWISHER, 


See 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 207.—HE Finns REst ror tie WEARY. 
WRITTEN by hands that were quivery, 
Brimming with phrases condoling, 

The letters by ev'ry delivery 
Came rolling, came rolling, came rolling 
To the home of our friend, ALLY SLOPER, Esuire, 
And the sweet, xympathetical sixpenny wire 
Was, moreover, eent in many times ina day, 
For the friends of A, SLOPER were sorry fur A. 


And why were the multitudes grieving 
For SLOPER, in suburb aud city? 
And why were their buzzums a-heaving 
With pity, with pity, ite ba 
Ind McGooseley sloped otf to the Argentine land 
With the quid that from SLOPER he basely trepanned ? 
Or had London detectives unluckily found 
Certain Anarchist bombs being made by the Mound? 


No; the friends of His Millewed Jmmensity 
Knew jolly: well that no being 
On earth had so huge a propensity 
For spreeing, for spreeing, for spreeing 
As A. SLOPER, Sears ; and they knew, beyond that, 
That Hix Mildewed Immensity solemnly sat 
In her Majesty's Parliament House, as M.P. 
For the borough of “ Sloperies "-Relix, b.C. 
So they wrote to condole with the meas- 
Ly regret he must feel upon quitting 
His jinks, now that Britain's M.V.’s 
ere a-sitting, a-ritting, a-sitting ! 
And the “Sloperies” 1: when their letters he read, 
Dropped a bibulous tear, ns to ALLY he said : 
“There be truths in these lines! J ne'er thought n't before, 
But, indeed and indeed, sir, your heart must be sore!” 


But A. SLopeR, he wank a big wink, 
And he whispered, “ Nay, weep not, old chappic ! 
For I ain't got the hump, as they think, 
But I’m happy, I'm ha ppy, Um happy ! 
For, in common with most of the Commons’ M.P.’s, 
hen the House is prorogued, L go in for such sprees 
That I'd soon be as dead as King Camomile’s mouse, 
If I were not compelled to return to the House— 
Which, in truth, is the sole habitation, dear chap, 
Where we rorty M.P.’s can find time for a nap! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £148 5s. 34d. 
SINCE RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
Joskrn PuKLPs, 3s, 6d.; G. A. FORDUAM, Ls.: “ST. VALENTINE S COMPLI- 
MENTS,” 28. Gd; G. A. FORDUAM, 1s; H. Paves, 3d.: W. F. THOMAS (seco 
dunation), £1 1s; “SYMPATITY, SOUTHSEKA,” lus; “Sripen,” 54d. 
Making a total received up to February 2uth, 1894, £151 5s, Od. 


BE CHEERED! 
BE cheered, ye poor aspirants, 
To Freedom's blest estate : 
For, though by ruthless tyrants 
Fair Freedom's golden gate 
Is closed upon you wholly, 
Ye yet shall a the thrall. 
“The mills of God grind slowly, 
But they grind exceeding small!” 
Be cheered, ye modest mortals, 
Who, while base braggarts go 
Serene through wealth‘s strait portals, 
Are atee, in want and woe. 
For Heaven shall raise the lowly, 
And proud men’s pride shall fall. 
“The mills of God grind slowly, 
But they grind exceeding small!” 


Be cheered, ye Christians, sunken 
In sloughs of Little-Faith, 
Because the dregs ye’ve drunken 
Of Sorrow. After death, 
The life that’s pure and holy 
Shall have its meed withal. 
“The mills of God grind slowly, 
But they grind excceding small!” 


_ 


A HOPELESS OBSTACLE. 

HER beautiful eyes were quite red and bloodshot with ween ine 
but still she gazed into the dying embers in the grate and so! bed 
as though her heart would break. Her well-intentioned but ultra- 
sympathetic mother stood by, offering her by turns her maternal 
sympathy and her uncorked bottle of ammoniated salts. She 
knew not why her daughter—the lovely bride of eightecn months 
ago—wept, and she asked, “Tell me what it is—tell me all, ASnea. 
Confide in your mother, my darling.” 

“I will, mamma; but what good will it do? — my case is 
absolutely hopeless.” 

“Ts Henry unkind to you?” 

“No, no; he is the dearest, kindest boy in the world, and that's 
just where the trouble of it lies.” 

* How so?” 

“T will tell you. I have a mad, insatiable craving to go on the 
stage. I have extraordinary talent in that direction—Mr, Munk- 
ham Dummitt, the agent, declares as much. Heo would cast me for 
the réle of Helena, in that sin de siécle dra A Woman's Nast 
Temper, or The Second Mra, Gumchu-Snake's Red Flannel Pette- 
cvat, but——" and again she burst into tears. e 

“Well, dear, well,” persisted her dear mamma, soothing her; 
“but what?” 

“But he says I sha'n't draw worth a bob till I've had a red-hot 
divorce, and, oh, you don't know how I hate tu leave dear Henry !” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
A QUEER Customer: A rick man in a chemist’s skop. 
THE most unfortunate part of Quarter Day is that one’s creditors 
very ecldom show apy quarter 


71 
SMYTHE. 


(A Story oF MEDLZVAL TIMEs.) 
apes 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Jones smiled cynically at the reply, but made no effort to avert 
Geotfrey De Smythe's fury, while John De Smythe shrugged his 


mons ; 
“Sdeath!” re cae — 
continued Geof- Eas £ 
frey, in a fury ; } 
“1 must be ill 
indeed if I am 
to be bearded 
thus by beggar 
quacks, [I can 
look the whole 
world in the 
face and claims 
conscience void 
of offence.” 
“Harm to no 
one?” said 
Jones, boldly. 
“Have you 
been trueto that 
wife you swore 
to love, but de- 
verted for that 


Os 


“ By our lady, 
I'll stab thee to 
the death!” 
raid Geoffrey, 
as he drew the 
dagger at his 
side, 


le. 

“ Hold!” said 
Jones, in her natural voice, drawing the hood from off her face. 

*“ Ay, hold!” said John De Smythe, as he threw ott the hat with 
which he had partly masked his identity. 

“John De Smythe!” cried the Lady Elfrida, as she sank in asent. 

“That voice!” said Geotfrey De Smythe, as he stared alternately 
at John De Smythe and the youth Jones. “That voice!” he mut- 
tered again. “’Tis Murielda !—the faithless Murielda—and in my 
brother's company, as I feared. But brother though he be 1'll have 
revenge! Draw and defend yourself!” 

“What means this sudden fury?” said John De Smythe, as he 
easily pushed aside the weapon of his feeble brother. 

Ce You lured away my wife, who stands there,” said Geoffrey. 

“ Your wife? Is he mad, Jones, that he claims you for his wife?” 

“Nay, he is not mad,” said Murielda, “1, whom you have known 

as Jones, am in his wife 
aN Murielda, whom the base 
wretch deserted for the Lady 
Elfrida, because she was mure 
higher born.” 

“And thus displayed his 
treachery to me,” said John De 
Smythe. 

“T deserted you?” said Geof- 
froy De Smythe. 

Deserted his wife for me,” 
echoed the Lady Elfrida, 

“Ay. Did I not see him 
kiss you but a few hours after 
his brother left?" 

“It was done in policy to 
deceive my father, who desired 
that 1 should marry the Lady 
Elfrida.” 

“And I yielded that kiss in 
policy, merely to aid the decep- 
tion,” said El} frida, 

For a moment the group 
stood bewildered as sume un- 
derstanding of their mutual 
mistakes qaiened upon them. 
John de Sinythe luvoked be- 
wildered at Murielda, and 
Murielda gazed in equal be- 
wilderment at her husband, 
whom she had deemed to be 

> a false. There was a love-light 
- in the latter's eyes which 
spoke volumes for the readi- 
ness with which they would 
nike up their quarrel, serious though it was. 

“Then you have been true to me!” said John De Smythe, as he 
turned to the Lady Elfrida. 

“Yes; but you must explain how you come tu bv in the com- 
pany of your brother's wife.” 

“T knew not till this moment that she wns a woman, far less that 
she was my brother's .wife. She has been our partner in business 
for two years, and a most valuable partner she was.” 

Meanwhile, Murielda and Peony De Smythe had embraced. 

“T was a jealous fool,” said M ida. 

“ And I have been an ailing one. I'll nved no doctor now that 
you have come back,” said Geoffrey. 

“You will give up being sick and this silly ill-paying baronial 
business, and come into town and help us with the shop,” said 
Murielda, 

“Theshop, 
bless us all! 
I'd be will- 
ingtotrundle 
a wheel- 
barrow, an’ I 
might for 
ever quit 
wearing that 
cold and 
draughty ar- 
mour.” 

“Yes,” said 
John De 
Smythe to 
the Lady 
Elfrida, 
“ Mu rielda’s 
reinark has 
reminded me 
of your anti- 
pathy to 
trade.” 

“Oh! nev- ‘ 


“Hold !" said Joues, in her natural voice, 


Pa 
Muricida and Geoffrey embraced. 


upon the 
shoulder of 
her lover. 
“Itisa pill 
trade,” maid De goo ag with a slight blush at this confexssivn. 
“1 can swallow even peal said her ladyship, 
(To be concluded newt werk, ) 


“1 can swallow even pills,” said ber ladysbip. 


No. 349.—Mr. CecIL RALEIGH, F.0.8. 


“The illustrious subject of this week's biography has male 
himself so well-known to the public by his dramatic writing, 
and, in other ways, that we feel that they cannot but evince an 
interest in the portrait our able artist has limned above. 
Our hero is in no way descended from the gentleman of 
Elizabeth's reign, whose claim to public gratitude resta upon his 
discovery of tobacco, nor has he had the opportunity, so palpably 
suggested by his famous name above, of attracting royal favour by 
spreading his Inverness over a gutter. Nevertheless, Cecil is 
not wanting in gallantry, and he managed to attract a good 
deal of attention in the world, entirely on his own merits. Of 
his early struggles in the thorny paths of dramatic literature he 
is loath to speak. Sufficient that for many years fat-heade 
managers allowed him to remain in the rank of the great unacted, 
but that pluck, perseverance and talent at length won the day, 
and, at the present time, he has more commissions than he 
knows how to execute. Chiefly because he's a capital play- 
wright he was created F,0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him April 15th, 1893."—Debrett Imp 


Eminent Artist. Tere, T say, you must come out of that get- 
up; it's interfering with the copyright of my picture, “The 
Blooming Idiot.” 1 shall have to bring an action against you. 


relation, all dey wish to show ie dere respect for de pisuess, dot's 
why dey call me “ Uncle,’ ma tear. 


MADE ITSELF FELT. 

Md Buffleby was rewling in the paper that “Spring will soon 
now be making itself felt,” wheu—there !—“ Up he came with 
Aus little lot!” 


London: Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDA Ye. (saturday, Maroh 3, 1894. 


A VERY GOOD REASON. 


She. Do you remember that Friday was the day we 
were married ? 
He. M'yes ; Friday was always unlucky for me. 


. ; 
Magistrate, Why did you steal this lady's handkerchief ? [praia agg apport ache Mac a 
something livelier. 


Pickpocket, "Cause 1 had a very bad cold in my head, your wurshup, to drive ‘im sold ‘im as she wanted 


ALL FOR THE “‘CAUSE.” 


were his noble and heroic efforts in the cause of humanity frustrated at the hands—and feet—of a truculent oppressor in buttons.—(5) Altogether 
hy persistent ill-luck. Scarccly was he Hberated from durance vile, endured for = Skunkly’s impressions of society in general resolved themsel: 
Privacy partment the desperate 


“sneaking” © poor-box, than he gallantly wa: laid an unprotected dainsel, and —_ description :— (6) Alone in the 
ou mt ap 4 dase," i 3 Anarc prepared a deadly engine of destruction, with the ail of a mutton-tin, a 


nist 
schoolboy appeared on the scene and brutally subjected him to a most outrageous n'orth of mixed nails and some unholy chemicals, “It ain't to be bored no 
kicking.—(3) But his proud spirit, thoug' quelled, was not broken, With will longer !” he yelled. Then he swore a great oath of vengeance, waving his brawny 
daring he had just succeeded in purloining the takings of a blind beggar, toallaythe arm on high. “S‘elp me beans, if I don’t blow up St. Paul's or the fried fish shop 
dry thirst from which the “Cause ” was suffering, when an elderly member of the down our court I'll be jiggered !” be howled.—(7) Then, rushing madly forth upon 
hated middle class smote him vivlently on the nose, and compelled him to restore the his lege: Beige p something went wrong with the works as usual, and—“ BANG !" 
bard-carned booty.—(4) The brave enthusiast’s next exploit was an attempt to A large le of metropolitan coppers mourned his untimely end. 


(1) Skunkly Jaleburd, of doubtful nationality, was a specimen of the valiant secure a free lunch for the “Cause,” which resulted in further ignominious treatment 
Anarchist. Yet 


WEARY OF WAITING. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED TO TURN 'EM GREEN. 


aS 


as a ) 25 


“Is this the way to Tarnham Green?” “ Well, mum, it 
depends who they are; but 1 sould think it ‘ud make ‘em 
look queer.” 


“THe cometh not,’ she said. “1 am a-weary,” etc. Julia. 
GILBERT DALZIEL, at “Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.C.—Saturday, March 3, 1894, 


a@e 


